
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

TWO WOMEN 

Two faint shadows of women were ascending 

The pathway of a desolate hill, 
Pale as moth-wings beneath the low-bending 

Sycamore branches, in the moonlight paler still. 

"This one is dead," said the moon; "her face is ashen, 

She is dry as a withered leaf — 
What has she known of beauty or of passion 

To come by moonlight to the mountain of grief?" 

"The other too is dead," said the earth, "yet her feet are 
burning — 

I feel them hot and restless as blown fire. 
She has known many paths, why is she turning 

Here, from the secret valley of desire?" 

They passed, the moon paled, and from leafy places 

Morning crept forth. At last they came 
From the mountain of grief — women with tear-wet faces 

Who had been withered'leaf and shadow of flame. 



PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

Good morning, madam, in your sleepy brown hair- 
Twist yourself awake, blink and stare! 
I am lying on the floor, 
With the old rose-red 
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